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Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman ad-
vised, but could not quite agree with her that the Pad-
uan sunshine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy.
Such as it was, however, it fell upon a garden beneath
the window and expended its fostering influences on a
variety of plants, which seemed to have been cultivated
with exceeding care.

"Does this garden belong to the house?" asked Gio-
vanni.

"Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of
better pot herbs than any that grow there now/' an-
swered old Lisabetta. "No; that garden is cultivated
by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccmi, the
famous doctor, who, I warrant him, has been heard of
as far as Naples. It is said that he distils these plants
into medicines that are as potent as a charm. Often-
times you may see the signor doctor at work, and per-
chance the signora, his daughter, too, gathering the
strange flowers that grow in the garden."

The old woman had now done what she could for
the aspect of the chamber; and, commending the young
man to the protection of the saints, took her departure.
Giovanni still found no better occupation than to
look down into the garden beneath his window. From
its appearance, he judged it to be one of those botanic
gardens which were of earlier date in Padua than else-
where in Italy or in the world. Or, not improbably, it
might once have been the pleasure-place of an opulent
family; for there was the ruin of a marble fountain in
the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so wofully
shattered that it was impossible to trace the original
design from the chaos of remaining fragments. The
water, however, continued to gush and sparkle into
the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A little gurgling
sound ascended to the young man's window, and made
him feel as if the fountain were an immortal spirit that
sung its song unceasingly and without heeding the
vicissitudes around it, while one century imbodied it